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Paul Fort, translated by 'John Strong Newberry 

wood. And about their floats the little fish waltz as 
sweetly as heart could wish. 

Master Oliver, still a virgin, stands sentry near the 
river's margin. 

Then suddenly Perrette smothered a laugh in her skirt. 
My sweet little Louis Eleventh, feeling his line drawn 
taut and heaving it up with ardor, a king-fisher had 
caught. "A wager," Tristan said. Simonne, "A winged 
gudgeon," cried. And Master Oliver halted dead in the 
middle of his stride. 

"On my word, the judgment was too empiric," mused 
Villon, swimming beneath the stream. "To fish for a 
gudgeon and catch a bird ... in the bourgeois soul of 
that curmudgeon mean somewhere survives the germ of 
a lyric!" 

And about their floats the little fish waltzed as sweetly 
as heart could wish. 



THE LAMENT OF THE SOLDIERS 

When they were come back from the wars, their heads 
were seamed with bleeding scars; 

Their hearts betwixt clenched teeth they gripped, in 
rivulets their blood had dripped. 

When they were come back from the wars — the blue, 
the red, the sons of Mars — 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

They sought their snuff-boxes so fine, their chests, their 
sheets all spotless showing; 

They sought their kine, their grunting swine, their 
wives and sweethearts at their sewing, 

Their roguish children, like as not crowned with a shin- 
ing copper pot: 

They even sought their homes, poor souls . . . they 
only found the worms and moles. 

The carrion raven clamored o'er them. They spat 
their broken hearts before them! 

THE RETURN 

Ivy has covered all the wall. How many hours, how 
many tears, since last we loved? How many years? 

No roses now. Ivy has crushed the vine. Soul, 
whither didst thou go? Climbing across the nests of 
nightingales, ivy has stifled the whole chateau. 

Wind, the deep wells are choked with the roses of 
yesterday. Is that your hiding-place, O my dead wife? 

No one replies? Who would reply? Is it not best to 
listen to the wind that sighs through the grasses, "my 
sweet love"? 

Flush with the roof, the ancient, crimson sun is cut 
through the midst so mournfully. 
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